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A The Most Picturesque Romance of the Decade

CHAPTER XIV—Continued.
—_—

Rewa Gunga spoke truth in Delhl
when he assured King he shounld some
day wonder at Yasminl's dancing.

She became joy and bravery and
youth! Bhe danced a story for them
af the things they knew. She was the

dawn light, touching the distant peaks
@he was the wind that follows It
aweeping among the junipers and klss-
tng each as she came. She was lnugh-
ter, as the little children laugh when

the cattle are loosed from the byres at |

last to feed In the valleys, She was
the scent of spring uprising., She was
blossom. She was fruit! Very daugh-
ter of the sparkie of warm sun on
anow, she was the “Heart of the Hills"
herself |

Never was such dancing! Never
such an aundlence! Never such mad
applause! She danced until the great
rotgh guards had to run round the
arena with clabbed butts and beat
back trespassers who would have
mobbed her. And every movement—
every graclous wonder-curve and step
told her tale was as
the handle on King's
on the lamp-bowls
ets on her arm.

8
£
¢
4

.
4

4
s

i
4

balf-modern Russian, ex-
semi-civilized hill rajah!
ber? There Is nothing
Khinjan, in the “Hills "
the crowd defeated the
at last and burst through
butts to seize her and
d worship her with
she ran toward the
men ralsed it shoul-
8he went to It llke
in the wind—sprang on It as If
had lifted her, scarce touching
naked toes—and leapt to the
with a laugh.
went over the bridge on tiptoes,
nothing else under heaven but
at her bewitchingest. And
t paunsing on the far side she
daneed up the hewn stone stairs, dived
into the dark hole and was gone!
“Oome !" yelled Ismall in King's ear.
He could have heard nothing less, for
the cavern was llke to burst apart
from the tumault
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“Whither?' the Afridl shouted In

“Does wind ask whither?
Eegunt. s " !decldlux to go forward., There was

| no mistaking the finish given by the

Come llke the wind and see! They
will remember next that they have a
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womb on fire and of helllons brewing
wrath. The stalactites and the hurry-
ing river multiplied the dancing light=
into a milllon, and the great roof
hurled the din down agaln to wmake
confusion with the new diu coming up.

Ismuil went like n rat down n run,
and it beenme so dark that King had
to follow by ear. He imagined they
were running back toward the ledge
under the waterfall ; yet, when lsmail
culledd n halt at last, panting, groped |
behind n great rock for a lamp and 1t
the wick with a common safety mutch,
they were o a cave he had oever seen
before,

“Where are we?" King asked.

“Where none dare seck us.  Art
thou nfruld?" asked Ismall, holding
the lnmp to King's face,

“Kuch dar nahin hal ! he answered.
“There 12 no such thing as fear!”

Suddenly the Afridl blew the lump
out, and then the darkoess becnme
solid. Thought itself left off less thun
a ynrd away.

“Ismall 1" he whispered, But Ismall
did not answer him,

He faced about, leaning against the
rock, with the flat of bhoth hands
pressed tight against it for the sake
of Its company ; and almost at once he
saw a little bright red light glowing
in the distance. It might have been
below him; It was perfectly lmpossible
to judge, for the darkness was not
measurable,

“Flowers turn to the light!" droned
Ismail's volee above sententiously, and
turning, he thought he could see red |
eyes peering over the rock, He Jumped,
und made a grab for the flowing benrd
that surely must be below them, but
he missed,

“Little fish swim to the light!"”
droned Ismall. *“Moths fly to the
light! Who Is a man that he should
know lesa than they?”

He turned again and stared at the
light. Dimly, very vuguely he could
make out that a causeway led down-
ward from almost where he stond. He
was convineed that should he try too
climb back Ismall would mercly remrh|
out & hand and shove hilm down aguin,
and there wins no sense In belng put
to that indignity. He declded to go
forward, for there was even less sense
in standing stlll. So he stooped to
feel the floor with his hand before

Leold leaf denwn underneath It

the clash of rings on a rod. But he
wns beyond belng startled. He was
not renlly sure he was in the world.
He wnx not certnin whether It was the
twentieth century, or 66 B, O, or ear-
ler yot: or whether time had ceased.

The pluce where he was dld not
look like n cave, but a palace chamber,
for the rock walls had been trimmed
squure and pollshed sinooth ; then they
had been painted pure white, except
for a wide blue frieze, with a line of
And
on the frieze, done in gold-leaf too,
wusd the Greclan Indy of the Inmps.
nlways dancing. There wese fifly or
sixty figures of her, no two alike.

A dozen lumps were burning, et in
niches cut In the walls at measured
intervils, They were exactly like the
two outside, except that thelr horn
chimneys were stalned yellow Instead
of red, suffusing everything In o golden
glow,

Opposite him was a curtain, rather
like that through which he had en-
tered, Near to the curtain was a bed,
whose great wooden posts were
cracked with age. In splte of its age
It was spread with fine new linen,

bone to plck with thee! Come away!” | tread of countless feet. He wans on n | On It, Above the Linen, a Man and a

That seemed good enough advice, He
followed as fast as Ismall could shoul-
der w way out between the frantic hill-
men, deafened, stupefied, numbed, al-
most cowed by the ovation they were
giving the “Heart of thelr Hills"

CHAPTER XV.

As thay disappeared after a peramble

through the mouth of the same tun- |
nel they had entered by, n roar went*
up behind them like the birth of earth-
quakes. Looking back over his shoul-
der, King saw Yasminl come back Into
the hole's mouth, to stand framed In It |
and bow acknowledgment. For the
=pace of five minutes she stood in the
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highway, and there are not often pit- |
falls where =0 many feet have been. |

For all that he went forward as n |
certaln Agng once did, and It was
many minutes before he dhuld see n
certaln glowing blood-red in the light |
behind two lamps, at the top of a fNight
of ten stone steps, When he went
quite close he saw carpet down the
middle of the steps, wo anclent thot |
the stone showed through in places;,
all the pattern, supposing it ever had
any, wus worn or faded awany. Carpet
nnd steps glowed red too, His own
face, and the hands he held in front
of him were red-hot-poker color, Yet |
outside the little ellipse of light the |
darkness looked llke a thing to lean
ngnlngt, and the gllence wns so Intense
that he could hear the arteries sing- |
Ing by his eurs,

He saw the curtalns move slightly, |
appurently ln n little puff of wind that
mude the tumpp-uw-r. Then he walked
up the steps and at the top he stooped |
to exanmine the lamps,

They were bronze, cast, polished and |
graved, Ali round the clreumference
of each bowl were figures in half-
rellef, representing a woman dancing.
She was the woman of the knife-hilt,
und of the lamps In the arena! But no
two figures of the dance were allke.
It was the same woman dancing, but
the artist had chosen twenty differ
ent poses with which to Immortallze
his skill, and hers. Both lamps burned
aweet oll with a wick, and each had
a chimney of horn, not at all unlike
a modern lamp chimney. The horn
was stalned red,

As he set the second laump down he
became aware of a subtle, Interesting
smell, and memory took him bhack st
once to Yasmini's room in the Chandnl
Chowk in Delhl where he had smelled
It first, It was the pecullar scent he
had been told was Yasminl's own—a
blend of scents, like a chord of musie,
in which musk did not predominate.

He took three strides and touched
the curteins, discovering now for the
first ime that there were two of them
divided down the middle. They were
of leather, and thongh they looked old
as the “HiUlIs" themselves, the leather
was supple ns good eloth,

“Kurram Khan hal I he announced.
But the echo was the only answer.
There was no sound beyond the cur-
tains. With his heart In his mouth he
parted them with both hands, startled
by the sharp Jangie of metal rings on
a rod,

8o he stood, with arms outstretched,
staring—aturing—staring—with  cyes
skilled swiftly to take In detalls, but
with a brain that tried to explain—
formed a hundred wild suggestions—
and then reeled. He was face to face
with the unexpiainable—the riddie of
Khinjan cavea

The leather curtains slipped through
his Gingers and closed behind him with

Woman Lay Hand Iin Hand.

Richly embroldered, not very anclent
Indlan draperies hung down from It
to the floor on elther side, On it
nbove the linen, & man and a woman
lay hand In hand, and the woman wus
0 exactly lilke Yasminl, even to her
clothing nnd her nuked feet, that It
wis not possible for u man to be self-
possessed,

They both seemed asleep. It waa
minutes before he satisfied himself
that the man's breast did not rise and
full under the bronze Romnn armor
und thot the woman's jeweled gauzy
stuff was still,  Imagination played
#uch tricks with him that in the still-
ness he Imagined he heard breathing.

After he was sure they were both
dend, he went nearer, but It was a

Cminute yet before he knew the woman

wns not she, At first & wild thought
possessed him that she had killed her-
self,

The only thing to show who he had
been were the letters 8. . Q. R. on n
grent plumed helmet, on a little table
by the bed, But she was the woman
of the lump-bowls and the frieze., A
life-slze stone statue In a corner was
%0 like her, and like Yasminl too, that
It was difficult to decide which of the
two It represented.

She had lived when he did, for her
fingers were locked In his. And he
hind lived two thousand years ago, be-
enuso his armor was about ag old as
thut, and for proof that he had died
in It part of his breast had turned to
powder insglide the breastplate, The
rest of his body was whole and per-
fectly preserved,

Btern, haodsome In a high-bheaked
Roman way, gray on the temples, irm-
lipped, he lay llke an emperor In bar-
ness. Bat the pride and resolution on
his face were outdone by the serenity
of hers. Very surely those two had
been Iovers,

Both of them looked young and
heaithy—the woman younger than
thirty—twenty-five st a guess—and
the mun perhaps forty, perhaps forty-
five. Every stitch of the man's eloth-
ing hod decayed, 8o that his armor
restid on the naked skin, cxeopt for o
dressed leather kilt sbout bis middle,
The leather was as old us the curtains
nt the entrance, and as well preserved.
But the woman's silked eclothing was
as new as the bedding, Yet, they both
died about the same time, or how could
their fingers have been lnterlaced?
And some of the jewelry on the wom-
an's clothes was very anclent as well
ns priceloss,

He looked closer at the fingers for
signs of foree und suddenly cuught his
breath, Under the woman's fimsy
aleeve was & wrought gold bracelet,
smaller than that one he himself had
worn In Delbl and up the Khyber. He
ralsed the loose sleeve to look more

closely at I, uod the movemwent laid

the Khyber Rifles

bare another bracelet, on the mun's
right wrist. 8ize for size, this was the
same ns the one that had been stolen
from himself.

Memory prompted him. He felt its
outer edge with a fAnger nall. There
was the little nick that he had made
in the soft gold when he struck It
ngninst the cell bars In the jall ut the
Mir Khan pulnece! He tonched the
gold. It was warm. He repeated the
test on the woman's wrists, Hers was

warm, too, Both bracelets hind heen
worn by a lving being within an
hour—

He mnttered and frowned In thought
and then suddenly Jumped backward,
The lenther curtnln near the bed had
moved on I8 bronge rod,

“Aren't they dears? a volee sald In
English behind him. “Aren't they
Eweet 1

Yusminl stood not two arms’ lengths
away, loveller thun the dead woman
because of the merry life in her, young
und warm, nglow, but looking like the
dead woman and the womnn of the
frieze—the womnn of the lamp-howls—
the statue—come to life, speaking to
him In English more sweetly thun if
It had been her mother tongue. The
English abuse their langunge. Yus-
minl caresgsed It and made It do Its
work twice over,

Being dressed ns a native, he
salaamed low. Knowing him for what
he was, she gave him the senna-
stained tips of her wurm fingers to
kiss, and he thought she trembled
when he touched them, But a second
later she hnd snotched them away and
was treating him to eadllery,

“Muan of plils and blisters ! she said,
“tell me how those bodles nre pre
served!  Spill knowledge from that
learned skull of thine!"

He did not answer. He never shone
In conversation at any time, having
mnde a8 many friends ax encmies by
saylng nothing untll the spirit moves
him. But she did not know that yet.

“If 1 knew for certaln why those
two did not turn to worms.” she went
on, “almost I would choose to die now,
while I am beautiful! What would
they gay. think you, King sahih, If
they found us two dend beside those
two? Speak, man, speak! Has Khin-
Jan struck you dumh?”

But he did not spenk, e war star-
ing nt her arm, where two whitish
mnrks on the skin betrayed that brace-
lets hnd heen,

“Oh, those! They nare thelrs. 1
would not rob the dead, or the gods
would turn on me. [ robbed you, In-
stead, while you slept, Fle, King sa-
hib, while you slept!”

But her steel did not strike on fiint,
It was her eyes that flashed. He would
have done better to have geemed
nshamed, for then he might have
fooled her, at least for a while, But
having judged himself, he did not care
a fig for her judgment of him. She
renlized that instantly  and having
found o tool that would not work,

disenrded 1t for a better one, She
grew confldential,
“I bhorrow them,” she explained,

“but I put them buack. 1 take them
for so muny days, und when the day
comes—the gods ke us to be exact!
You were near death when 1 took the
bracelet lnst night. The time wus up.
I would have stabbed you If you had
tried to prevent me!"

Now he epoke at last and gave her
n first glimpse of am angle of his mind
she had not suspected,

“Princess,” he gnld. He used the
word with the deference some men can
combine with effrontery, so thut very
tenderness has barbs.  “You might
have had that thing back If you had
sent o messenger for It at any time,
A word by a servant would huve been
enough.”

“You could never have reached
Khinjan then !” she retorted. Her eyes
flashed again, but his did not waver.

“I'rincess,” he snid, “why speak of
what you don't know 1"

He thought she would strike llke a
snuke, but she smiled at him instead,
And when Yoasminl hus smiled on a
man he has never been just the same
man afterward. He knows more, for
one thing. He has had a lesson In
one of the finer arta,

“l will speak of what 1 do know,”
she sald. “No, there I8 no need. Look !
Look 1™

She polnted at the bed—at the man
on the hed—fingers locked in those of
a woman who looked ko llke bherself,

He looked, knowing well there was
something to be understood, that
stared him in the face, Hut for the
life of him he could not determine
question or answer,

“What Is in your bosom?"
nsked him.

He put his hand to his shirt,

“Diraw It out " she sald, us a teacher
drills a child.

He drew out the gold-hilted knife
with the bronze blade, with which s
man had meant to murder hilm. He let
it le on the palm of his hand and
looked from It to her and back again.
The bilt might have been a portralt of
her modeled from the life,

“Here Is another like it,” she sald,
stepplng to the bedside. She drew back
the woman's dress at the bosom and
showed a knife exactly lke that in

the

King's hand, “Ome lay on her bmmr!
and oge oo lls when | fuuw‘.l_ them !
ghe sald. “Now, think ngain

He d1d think, of thirty thfusand pos-
gibilities, and of ote (upossible Iden
that stood up prominent smong them
all and Insisted on seeming the only
Hkely one.

o] suw the knife in your bosom last
night,” whe sald, “and lnughed so that
1 nearly wakened you"

“Why didn't you take It with the
bracelet? King ssked her, holding ll_
out. “Take it now. 1 don't want it

Bhe mecepted 1t and lald It on the
man's bronge armor, Then, however,
she resumed 1t and played with it

“Look again!" she sald. “Thiok and

look again!™

He looked, and he knew now, But
he still preferred thut she should tell
him, and his lips shut tight,

“Cun you guess why 1 changed my
mind nbout you-—wise muan?

She looked from him to the man on
the hed and back to him agaln. Har
ing solved the riddie. King had lelsure
to be iptercsted In her eyes, and
watclied them nnnlytienlly, Hke o Jow
elor appirnising dinmonds,  They were
gtenngely reminlsceent, but much more
chungenble and colorful than sny he
had ever seen,  They had the bnfMing
trick of chunging while he watohed
thean,

“Having sent o mun to kil you, why
did 1 cense to want to kill you?  In-
stend of losing you on the way to Khiu-
Jun, why il 1 run risks to protect
you after you renchied here? Why did

1 save your life in the Cavern of
Eurth's Drink tonight? You do pot
know yet? Then 1 will tell you some-
thing else you do not know, 1 was o
Delhl when you were! 1 watehed and
Hstened while you wnd Rewa Gungu
tulked In my house! 1 was In Rewn
Gungu's carringe on the truin that he
took and you did not! 1 hiave learncd
ut first hiand thut you nre not a fool
Hut that was not enough! You had to
be three things—clever apd brave nnd
one other., The one other you are!
Brave yon hnve proved yourself to
be! Clever you must be, to trick your
wuy Into Khinjan caves, even with
Ismnll ot your elbow! That Is why
I saved your life—hecause you are
those two things and — and — one
other 1"

She soatched a mirror from a little
Ivory table—a modern mirror—bad
glnss, bud art, bad workmanship, but
sllver warranted.

“Look In It and then at him!" she
ordered.

Hut he did not need to look. The
muan on the bed was not o much llke
Limself ns the woman was llke her,
but the resemblance seemed to grow
under his eyes. Kiug wius the tallef
und the younger by several years, bhut
the noses were the samwe, and the
wrinkled forehends | both men had the
same firm mouth; both looked lUke
Romans,

CHAPTER XVI.

“Athelstan "

Bhe pronounced his given name as
1f she loved the word, stunding strulght
nguin and looking into his eyes, There
were high lights In hers that out-
gleamed the dinmonds on her dress,

“Your gods and mine huve done this,
Athelstan. When the gods combine
they lay plans well indeed !"

“l only know one God," he answered
simply, na 8 man speaks of the deep
things in his heart

“l know of many! They love me!
They ahall love you, too! Many are
better than one! You shall learn to
know my gods, for we are to be part-
ners, you and 11"

She took his hand ngain, ber eyes
hurning with excitement and mystl-
cism and ambitlon llke a fever. She
seemed to take more than physical pos-
sesslon of him.

“What brought them here? Tell me
that 1" she demanded, pointing to the
bed, *“You think be brought her? 1

“Can You Guess Why | Changed My
Mind About You—Wise Mani*
tell you she was the spur that drove
him! Is It 8 wonder thut men called

her the ‘Heart of the HillsT | found
them ten years ago snd clothed her
and put new lloen on thelr bed, for the
old was all rags and dust. There have
nlways been bundreds—and mometimes
thousands—who knew the secret of
Khinjun caves, but this has been s
secret within u secret. Bomeone, who
knew the secret before 1, sawed those
bracelets through aod fitted hingen
and clasps. The men you saw In the
Cavern of Earth's Driok have no
doubt 1 am the ‘Heart of the Hillg'
come to lifel They shall know (hee

as him within & Mitle while |

Khe held hin hand g ittle tighter ang
flf"h'“‘" closer tv him, Inughing softly,
He stood as if made of lron, and that
only umde her lnugh the more,
“Tules of the ‘Heart of the Hills
have puszled the ea), haven't they
these mnny yearsY They sent me to
find the source of them. Mel They
chose well! There are not many like
me! 1 have found this one dead wom-
an who was llke me. Apd In ten years,
uatll you came, 1 bave found no man
like him!"
Bhe tried to look Into his eyes, but
he frowned stralght In front of him.
His nutive costume and Rangar turban
did pot muke him seem a0y leas
man, His jowl, that was beginning to
pecd shaving, was as grim and as sai-
isfying as the dead Roman's. 8he
stroked his left hand with soft Abgers
“I used to think I knew how te
dunce!” she laughed. “"For ten years
I have tuken those plctures of her for
wmy model and bhuve striven to learn

whit she knew, T have surp2ssed her |
I used to think I knew how to amuse
myself with men's dreams—unti]l )
found ghis! Then 1 dreamed on my
own account ! My dream was true, my
warrior! You have come! Our hour
has come!"

She tugged nt his bhand. He was
hers, soul wnd hoarness, If outward

signa could prove It,

“Come!" she sald. “I= this my hos-
pltnlity? You are weary and bhungry.
Come I

She led him by the hand, for It
would have needed hrute force to pry
her fingers loose. She drew aside the
leather curtaln that hung on a hronze
rod near the hed, led him through it.
and let 1t clash to again behind them.

Now fhey were In the dark together,
and (t was not comprehended In her
wcheme of things to let eircumstance
e fallow, She pressed hin hand, and
gighed, and then hurried, whispering
tender words he could searcely catch.
When they burst together through »
curtain at the other end of a passage
in the rock, his skin was red under
the tan and for the first Ume her eyes
refused to meet his,

“Why d!d they choose that cave tc
gleep In1' ghe usked him. “Is not this
u hetter one? Who lald them there?”

He stared ahout. They were in o
great room far more splendid than the
first. There wag o great fountaln 1o
the center splashing in the midst of
flowers. They were cut flowers, The
“Hille" must have been scoured for
them within a day.

There were great cushioned conches

nll about and two thropes made of
ivory and gold. Between two couches
wis g tuble, lnden with golden plates

nndd n golden jug, on pure white linen
There were two goblets of beaten gold
el kulves with golden handles and
| bronze  blades, ‘The whole room
secemed to be drenched In the scent
Yusmint favorsd, and there was the
snme frieze running round all four
wulls, with the woman depicted on It
duncing.

“Come, we shall eat!" she suld, lead.
Ing him by the hand to a couch. Bhe
took the one facing him, and they lay
like two Romunns of the empire witk
the table In between,

8he struck a golden gong then, and
n pative woman eame in, who stared
nt King as If she had seen him before
und did not like him. Yasminl nodded
to the servant, who clapped her hands
At once came a stream of hillmen
robed in white, who carried sherbet I
bottles cooled In snow and dishes fra-
grunt with hot food. He recognized
lils own prisoners from the Mir Khap
Pulace juil, and nodded to them as
they set the things down under the
wald's direction. When they bad fin
Ishied enting Yusmiol drove the mald
nwuy with a sharp word; he brought
un Ivory footstool and set It about &
yard away from her waxen toes. And
she, walching him with burning eyes
wound tresses of her hair around the
golden dugger handle, making her jew-
el glitter with each movement,

“The gods of Indln, who are the only
real gods, what do they think of It all!
They have heen g-od to the English
but they have hud no thanks. They
will staod aslde wow and wateh o
greater Jihad than the world has ever
seenl 1love them, and they love me—
a8 you shall love me, too! 1If they did¢
not love both of us, we would not both
be here! We must obey them|"

None of the East's amazing ways of
courtship are ever tedious. Love
springs Into being on an Instant and
lives u thoussnd years lnside an hour.
She left no doubt as to her meaning
She and King were to love, as the East
konows love, and then the world might
have just what they two did not care
to tuke from It

His only possible course as yet wan
the defensive, and there in no defense
like sllence, He was still,

"“The sirkar,” she went on, “the silly
sirkar fears that perhaps Turkey may
enter the war. Perhaps a Jihad may
be proclalmed. Bo much for fear! |
know! 1 have known for s very long
time! And I have not let fear trouble
we at ull "

Her eyes were on his steadlly, and
she read no fear in his, elther, for none
was there.  In hers he saw ambiton—
triumph  alresdy — excltement — the
gumbler's love of all the hugest risks.
Hehind them burned Eenlus and the
devilry thut would stop ut nothing, As
the general had told him in Pestawur,
ghie would dare open hades gnte and
ride the devil down the Khyber for
the fun of it

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Crushed Possibllities.
Jones. the cub reporter, was fat, but

can when he entered the city editor's
office,

“Why was my story killed? be
asked gloomily,

“An mct of mercy,” sald the editor.
“¥ou fell down on It Aret”

he looked ns melancholy as & fat man




